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Satire shou!d like a polish’d razor keen, 


Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen. —Lapy Monracue. 


* Political F asquinades and Political Caricaturee are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. 


Thev supply information as to the person and habits 


aften as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”’-—Croxer's New Wurc Guipe. 
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The extraordinary suecess which has invariably attended 


we - 
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our dramatic efforts in #7garo, renders it an imperative duty 

to the public and to ourselves that we should take every oppor- 

tunity of giving to our subjects a dramatic interest. The 

facetious candour with which his Majesty disposed the other 

day of the Duke of Wellington’s address, savours so much of 

the famous * Damn the petition,” applied by the worthy King 

Arthur to his courtier Noodle, that while we have given the 

situation to the buoyant Seymour for his caricature, we have 

ourselves chosen the delicious theme as the ground work of a 

eraud Politico-Dramatic article. 

PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS. 
King Artrnur, by William the Fourth. 
Lorp Grizzve, by Larl Grey. 

Doovne, by the Duke of Wellington (his original character.) | 
II. 


Vou. 











15, 1833 [Price One Penny 





Noon te, by the Earl of Aberdeen. 


Quen Do.iaLo.iua, by her Majesty Queen Adelaide. 


SCENE I. Palace Yard. 


Enter Doodle Wellington on one side, and Noodle Aberderi 


on the other ; after a long obeisance they embrace. 


Duerr. Atr—Sure such a day. 

Dood.—Sure such a day, 

So renowned, so vietorious, 

Such a day as this was never scen. 

When we have the sway, 

With majorities so glorious, 

We'll get back to place, dear Noodle Aberdeen. 
«Voodle —We’ve pass’d a vote 

Of Ministers censorious, 

While Liberals and Tories unite in disapproving them, 

Their change of note 

Has now got so notorious, 

We shall find no trouble I’m certain in removing them 


Dood.—-Oh ’tis a day 
Of jubilee cajolery, 
A day we’ve not scen some time before, 
A day of humbug and of rigmarolery. 
Nood.—That you may say— 
The Tories well may boast of it, 
For it may never come once more, 
And ’tis fit that we should make the most of it. 
Dood.—Oh ’tis a day, &e. 
eVood.—That you may say, &e. 
Dood.—Sure such a day, &ce. 
Nood.— When we have the sway, &c. 
Dood.—Yes, Noodle, yes; to day at least now thrives 
The mighty cause of the Conservatives, 
And now expectant Tories prick their ears, 
Pleas’d at the sight of Ministerial fears. 
( Flourish of trumpets. ) 
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-Vood.—Those trumpets speak our gracious king at levee, 
Let us flock to him in a loyal bevy. 

Dood.—Noodle, we will—and strightway now I go 
To offer our address, 


Nood.—Ah! Doodle do. 
Scene ll. Inside of the Palace. 


King Arthur ( William the 4th) and Queen Dollalolia ( Ade- 
laide) seated on a throne. Lord Grizzle (Grey. ) 
Courtiers and Attendants. Doodle (Wellington) and 
Noodle ( Aberdeen ) apart. 

King.—To day in state upon our throne we sit, 
Brightening our court up with our royal wit, 
Let us hear nought of policies to day, 

We're in the mood our bumour to display. 
Let us have nothing in our court but fun, 
The light conundrum—donble meaning pun. 
Who’s in or out, is all the same to me, 

So that they don’t quite drain the Treasury, 
But leave enough for my high Majesty. 


Dood.—Dread liege! I come to offer this address. | 
(King kicks it away.) | 

Nood.—Oh Lord, here is indeed a pretty mess. | 
King.—Damn your addreas. By George I didn’t need it, | 
| 

| 
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Therefore, my nobles, curse me if I read it. 


Queen.—(Dissembling.) —Is’t so, why then perdition catch 
Aud let the Tories be the sole bewailers. {the failers, 
(Aside.) And yet Ill be revenged—for this no more is, | 3 
Nor less, than hufhng my good friends, the ‘Tories. 

| 
} 
; 


Arr. Queen (solto voce.) 


Then tremble all who answers ever made 
To an address ; and who this did persuade— 
For like a German cat, I'll fume, Pll squall, | 
[ll from your places try and oust you all. 
( Exit Queen in a rage.) | 
Grizzle (Grey. )—Her Majesty the Queen is in a passion. | 
King.—She may be damned, I were indeed a rash un, | 
To mind her threats, my answer therefore take 
To Doodle, ‘* He’s a fool and no mistake.” 
Scene III. Outside of the Palace. | 
Enter Lonp Grizzie ( Grey.) 
Griz.—William does wrong me, since within his heart, 
I’m sure he takes the Tory Doodle’s part. 
Then rouse thee Grizzle Grey, for what is place ? 
A Monmouth-street surtont adorned with lace, 
Destin’d alas! alternately to shiue, 
Now on another’s back, and now on mine. 
I'll have a row, I'll raise old William’s fears, 
Aud make him mould a thundering batch of peers. 
Pll go to him at night in ghostly shape, 
And tell him that he’s in a pretty scrape, 
Making him think the sote way to get out of it, 
Is by a batch of peers, there is no doubt of it. 


Scene IV. 


The King on a couch. 
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in Anti-Chamber. 


agen I heard the people’s voice to roar, 
Exclaiming Billy, Billy, sleep no more; 
Let Tory peers no longer have the sway, 
But by fresh patents swamp their pow'r away. 


er Grey rises as a ghost, with a tong roll of names for 
ation to the pecrage.) 
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LONDON. 
Ghost.—Oh! Billy, Biily, Billy, Billy, Billy. 


King.—Who’s that that calls on me in accents shriliy 
Making my royal blood run slow and chilly ? 
Ghost.—I am the ghost of Gaffer Grey, your premier. 
King.—What ho! within! I’ve got a shocking dream here. 
Sone.—Ghost.—Airn.— The Light 


Oh! leave the sly the Tory Queen, 
The frow—the frow so full of spite, 

And come with me to that sweet scene, 
St. Stephen’s chapel hight. 


Guitar. 


Then as we watch what each one says, 
Who Whig opinions cheers, 

I'll take him in his pliant ways 
To swell our batch of peers. 


I’j] tell you now there’s old Burdett, 
Since little Hob is slain , 
Who as his colieague long time set, 
But never can again. 
Old Glory’s time too now draws nigh, 
He can’t conceal his fears, 
So with a title check his sigh, 
To swell our batch of peers. 
Our batch, our batch, 
T'o swell our batch of peers. 
The scene closes at this point of the drama, leaving his 
lajesty in doubt whether to take the advice of the spirit and 
increase the peerage, or let the country by a collision between 
the two Houses of Parliament be plunged into a convulsion, 
which must end in the giving way either of the Lords or the 


Commons. 


INTERPRETER. 





The Civic Idiot. 

I suppose that cheap law is like every thing else thal’s cheap— good 
for nothing. —H ords reported to have been used by the Lord Mayor ai the 
Mansion House on Monday. 

The above is a most comfortable exhibition of unalloyed foo!- 
ery on the part of that worthy ass, who has sunk the office of 
Lord Mayor even lower in the scale of respect than it had been 
hitherto degraded by the contemptible inefficiency of his various 
predecessors in the dignity (4) Lanrie, as it appears from the 
above quotation, is caustic on the subject of every thing that is 
cheap, and in the most sweeping manner, declares cheap and 
bad to be synonymous. Now if cheapness is really au accom- 
paniment of bs adness, Laurie would be as cheap as dirt at ary 
price, though we are well aware that he cannot come under the 
imputation in the most remote degree, for that which is cheap 
is generally understood to be something reasonable, If that 
which is dearest of vecessity the surely it will fol- 
low, that that government is the most excellent which takes 
most from our poc kets, and economy must be the very worst 
thing a ministry can dare to contemplate. Sir Peter Laune 
judges too much by himself, and because every one holds 
his wit extremely cheap, and every one kuows it to be at the 
same time horribly bad, he faneies the two qualities te be 


1s best, 


altogether inseparable. 


DREADFUL CONDITION OF HCRACE TWISS. 


ee ee 


It is doubtless in the recollection of most of our readers that 
Mr. Horace Twiss resigned a lucrative practise at the bara 
order to act in a situation under a ‘Yory governmert. Ou the 
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breaking up of the Duke of Wellington’s administration, Twiss 
was thrown ad:ift upon the wide world, and was forced to re- 
turn to the bar, but the following intercepted letter shows that 
however false certain rumours may have hitherto been, it is 
now beyond doubt that Twiss is (to speak vulgarly) going to 
pot with frightful velocity. ‘The following is a true copy of 
the epistle we have alluded to. It is directed to Lord Eldon. 


My Dear Lorp, 

I take the liberty of addressing you on the subject of my pecuniary 
affairs, for my lodging (2s. 6d. per week) has been owing for more than 
a month, and my shirtis at present detained by my laundress, who pro- 
mises to allow me to redeem it by instalments; as it has existed in 
sections during the last ten weeks. By the kind aid of Sir Robert Peel 
J was enabled to recover the collar a week ago, and expect that the 
humanity of an old political chum will place me to-morrow io possession 
of the front, so that L may be able to appear decently at the next Con- 
servative dinner. My coat is in such a horrid state of disunion, that it 
ts hardly worth my landlord’s attention, otherwise from its tattered 
eondition it might be seized for my arrears of lodging, since it is literally 
rent from the top to the bottom. As to my profession my dear Lord, 
{ can assure you that I do not clear my robing expenses, which you 
know are £2. 2s. per term, and | cannot procure above one motion 
which, as a matter of course, brings in but a guinea. It is true I elude 
the powder duty by wearing common fleur in my wig, but as my business 
is dwindled to a consent per term, Tcannot get in enough to satisfy the 
demand oi the attendant in the robing room. Pray my dear Lord, do 
sond me a few pounds, that I may at least be able to get a new coat, and 
£0 enter an appearance immediately. You are aware I used to ride post 
through the Northern Circuit, but now the most f ean do will be to 
walk the Home, though I much fear my business will not be sufficient to 
cover even my shoee-leather. 

With every respect, 
I remain, my dear Lord, 
Your dwindled Servant, 


Horackt Twiss. 


Surely every one perusing the above letter will shed a tear 
over the fate of the unhappy beast who has written it, though 
we cannot help thinking that his political baseness merited the 
severe retribution that has attended it. Our humanity however 
overcomes our indignation, and Mr. Horace Twiss is informed 
that one ef our cast off coats lies for him at our publisher’s. 


ee eee 
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JESOP IN ST. STEPHENS.—No. 3. 


The singular fall of Brougham’s popularity which he once 
seemed so firmly and fondly to hold, has brought to our mind 
the fable of the Fox and the Crow, for it is only Tory flattery 
that has induced the Chancellor to let go the high reputation, 
his conduct previous to his elevation to the Peerage had ac- 
quired fur him, It is however, a melancholy fact, that his 
acting the Chancellor has so completely changed him, that he 
no longer retains his former idol popularity, the process of the 
loss of which is metrically set forth in the following fable. 


Perched on the sack of wool sat Brougham and Vaux, 
And popularity he held with ease, 
Bringing to mind the fable of the Crow, 
Who in his beak possessed a bit of cheese. 
Like to the cunning Fox the Tories stood, 
Beneath bin envying his splendid name, 
And as the Crow was made to drop his food, 
They thought Brough’m might be brought to lose bis fame. 


So they began of his vast mind to prate, 
And said, * how well he acts a baron’s part, 
His learning well becomes his new found state, 
He’s an aristocrat, I’m sure, at heart.” 

At this the Lord of Brougham and of Vaux, 
Began with a proud air the peer to play, 
Till, like his prototype, the humbugged Crow, 

He found what oace be had was gone away. 


— 
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LONDON. 


MORAL, 
From this we learn that Tory praise has robbed 
Brougham of his popularity with ease, 
Just as the fabled Fox with cunning fubbed 
From the vain glorious Crow her picce of cheese. 


We cannot forbear adding as a further illustration the follow- 
ing pithy biace of apt couplets :— 
It is a maxim in the schools, 
That Fiattery’s the food of fuols, 
And whoso likes such airy meet, 
Will soun have nothing else to eat. 


BREVITIES, 


‘* Brevity is the soul of wit.’’—Shakspeare. 





Epigram. 
(On the combination of the Prelates.) 

The Bishops are annoyed, but there’s no doubt, 
They’ll very soou be even more put out. 


The rejected Twelve. 
The King on hearing of the defeat of Ministers in the Lords 
by a majority of 12, is reported to have observed facetiously, 
that the opinion of such a dozen doesn’t signity. 


A slight Burden. 

The party feeling of the Duke of Wellington is said on a 
recent occasion to have 1un away with his discretion. His party 
feeling wound not have a very large bundie to carry. 

A Black Dose. 

The Bishops declare that the plan for Church Reform is to 
be founded on a principle of pillage. In one sense, indeed, it 
will be a bitter p7dd for them to swallow. 

Epigram. 
In silly Gloucester all at once must see 
An opposite of architecture’s case, 
For of this human column ail agree, 
His capital (that is his head s) the dase. 


The Brothers. 
Miguel and Pedro being both complete idiots, the Portuguese 


Question in allusion to their mental capacities more com- 
monly known as the Poor-two-geese Question. 


, is 


A happy Prospect. 
Tne friends of the present Ministers declare they will even 
now turn out well at last. That if they do turn out it must 
be weld is certainly must indubitable. 


——— 


THEATRICALS. 


We have attended Vauxhall within the past week, and 
are hanpy to have it our power to report favourably of the 
arrangements for the season. We however, object to the in- 
troduction of a glee worn thread-bare last season, and which is 
sung this by Messrs, Robinson, Bedtord, Stansbury and Williams 
with all that true relish of real nonsense for which the precious 
quartett we have named is so supereminently couspicuous. We 
kuow not who arranges the concert, but certain it is that there 
has been hitherto a most injudicious use made of our worthy 
king, who is the burden of every song that bas as yet been 
channted within Vauxhall gardens. William, “ the father of 
his people,” and the pride of the world,” is the grand clap- 
trap for all the vocal efforts of the year, and not a stanza is 
sung that doves not do honour to one or other of the countless 
virtues of his most terrifically puissant majesty. We beg leave 





Qy 
to hint. that as an unmerited compliment is an insult, so in like 
manner, is it a piece of the most indelicate irony to alae 
as the “pride of the world,” a fat gentleman, who being 
equally remarkable for good humour and folly, has long been 
the established laughing stock of Enrope in general, and his 
own liege subjects in particular, With this exception, Vaux- 
hall is this season admirably conducted, for we are spared that 
gang of unnecessary but expensive monuutebanks who were used 

1 former years to intrude their impertinent anties upon an irri- 
vr ‘d public. Joel out garlicked breath 
into the faces 6 his visitors, and the young American (so called 
fer the lost forty years) is no Jonger allowed to risk the safety 
of his carcase en the tight rope, for a few nightly penee,in the 
presence of a brutally-excited British audience. We have put 
an end to th is, and are treated with thr ‘sp vlendid performance ot 
the Duke of Darmstadt’s brass band in /Zew of the tomfooleries 
we were last year compelled to castigate. 

We have succeeded in shutting up the doors of Drury Lane 
hut the Germans are still permitted to profane, from time to 


old 


Hho gynore hiows his 


time, the walls of Covent Garden, with their guttural bellow- 
ings. It is unnecessary fur us to thrust them out by one of our 


peculiar notices, because, as nobody thinks of going near them 
now, it is not possible that their eccentric perseverance in mur- 
dering Mozart can do the smallest injury to any one. Our hos- 
tility to the foreign fiddler has reduced him to the expedient 
of defe wring his pe rformane eC. for it was e xpect ted from the state 
of the box-book on Friday, he would have been forced to have 
got thronch the work aaa nh every sense of the expression, 

Woe ou Monday night attracted te the Pavilion by 
the avnouncoment of /trgéning, the principal character to be 
played by Mr. Butler, a gentleman who, having 
Covent thrust from that establishment to 
inake foreigner Hle enacted Virginine with 
‘rable judgment, and indeed we hail his appearance here 
‘st of the improved taste of a Whitechapel andience. 


The bills are facetionsly headed with the words ** rea/ talent,” 


were 


succeeded 
was out 


the 


(321 den, 


room. for 


AS an @arih 


which we construe into an admission that, up to the present 
period, we have had nothing but mock talent in this enlightened 


region, KF érgénuews has been got up liberally as to dresses, &c., 


hut by the singular inelegance with which the performers con- 
trive to wear them, the effect is rendered most eminently ludi- 
crous, Jcilius rushes about the his toga twisted 
round him insuch a mysterious way, as to induce the supposition 
that he had just turned out of bed, and clutched up his sheets 
en passant tor a covering, and Siccius Dentatus with his bit of 
escaped fresh from a fire with nothing 
but the curtain of his window to do the duty of a dressing gown. 
‘The Roman mob was acted with peculiar reality by the gang 
of supernumeraries, who bullied at one moment, and erouched 
at the next in the true spirit of a mob, alternately blustering 
and flying in abject confusion before a pair of parish officers. 
The gentiemai who played Clandius is unknown to us by name, 
hut he entered so truly into the spirit of the Roman character, 
that he s aed wholly to forget that English was his anthas 


stage with 


senarlet seems to have 
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tongue, and he accordingly pronounced every word with a iofi¢ 
disdaia of British orthography. In his idea it seemed wh; oly 
infra dig for a Roman to talk mere English, and he therefore 
treated us with a prouunel: ation anda styl: >of grammar totally 
different from that to which our ears have been ace ustomed, 
The gods, however, were disposed to be hyper-critical on the 
occasion, and when he ve ‘natured en the bold project of snbsti- 
tuting the splendid word sickuritic for security, the 
testified by a jeering hoot their offence at the new-invented 
language adopted by the representative of Claudins. By the bye, 
the andience at this house is conside ‘ably more refin ed than it 
Was wont to be, and there is a dignified humour in the con duct of 
the gods which it is truly delectable to conte a ‘late. They 
empty ginger-beer bottles on the heads of people in the pit 
with a charming snavity, and afterwards east the empty bottle at 
some uulucky sconce, with a correctness of aim which does 
honour to their accuracy in calculating comparative distances, 
We can honestly ree ommend the Pavilion as the best conducted, 
and we believe the most prosperous, of the minor houses, though 
the exuberant gaiety of the gods may be sometimes too much 
for a West End visitant. 

W. L. Rede has written a very admirable piece now playing 
at the Gueen’s, with the title of Faith and Falseho: md, in which 
himself and Se de from Drury Lane sustain principal characters, 
An attempt to get up a im: isquerade scene, however, fails 
dismally, tor when four supernumeraries in red coats and duck 
trowsers stand looking stupid at the back of the s and we 
hear mention of the ealety al d splendour of the SCene, We can 
have no other feeling for the set out than contempt of the most 
unmixed description. 

Sadlers’ Wells has not been so well attended lately, owing 
we suspect, to the circumstance of old pieces being represented 
instead of new ones, a fact we wonder at, knowing the fee undity 
which distinguishes the brain of Mr. Almar, the new manager, 


gallery 


lage, 


The Coroner's Try vest has been the only novelty, and seems 
to be a thing kuocked together for the sake of its name, an 


affair abounding with clap traps against “ gentlemen,” which 
considering the singularity of our situation among the andience, 
we were obliged to interpret as pointedly personal. We were 
however, far from feeling offended at the fact, and were glad 
to find in the andience such a comfortable disdain for gentility 
as they evinced, since they must have been on good terms with 
themselves, as they could by no means incur the odium of the 
quality alluded to. 

TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


The coatinued humbug on the subject of the Sabbath observance, ba» 
rendered necessary a new edition of SYCOPHANT SAINTS, whichis 
still selling fiercely, with l4 Caricatures by Seymour, for One Shilling. 

The public is respectfully informed that we have no interest in James 
Waterlow’s Omnibus called Figaro, though we believe the name renders 
it an object of competition among the voyagers from the Bank to Pad- 
dington. 
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All who'd escape these worst of ills, 


Second Edition, Price 8s. cloth boards. 
Q EE -RIDAN’S GUIDE TO THE ISLE | pPp ATENT WATERPROOF BEAVER); Sickness, and thundering Doctors Bills, 
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